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CHARACTERS. 


BRITANNIA, Is Arne. 
LIBERTY, Miſs Scott. 
Prack, Mzſs Iſabella Scott. 
Shepherdeſs, Miſs Iſabella Young. 


Genius of ENGLAND Miß Poitier. 
NEPTUNE, Mr. Champnes. 


Shepherd, Mr. Sadler, 
Shepherds, Shepherdeſſes, Sailors, &c. 


The Scene is ſuppoſed to lie in the Counties of Kent and 
Eſſex. 
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MUSICAL ENTERTAINMENT. 


1 © 
S CENSKE A 


A mountainous Country, with a proſpect of the Sea ; and 
Britannia diſcovered under the Rock, in a melancholy 


Poſture—— After ſolemn Muſic, ſhe comes forward. 


BRITANNIA. 


Mbition! where will all thy Horrors end? 


| And when ſhall poor Britannia find Repoſe, 
Beneath the Shade of her wide-ſpreading Oak ? 


Alas! no more the ſylvan Reign is mine: 


The watry Empire owns my Sway no more! 


Plenty throws down her Horn ; while Peace, 
B Affrighted, 
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Affrighted, tears the Olive from her Brow. 
—— What, then, muſt be the Anguiſh of my Heart ? 
And, Liberty, oh! what muſt thou endure ? 


K IX. 


Oh ! for Muſic's pleaſing Strain, 

To ſoften, and aſfwage, my Pain: 
Fer Muſic's heav'nly Voice inſpires 
Thoughts ſublime, and ſoft Deſires. 


S E N E H. 
BRITANNIA, and the GENIUS of ENGLAND. 


(The Genius, ſeeing Britannia in a diſconſolate 
manner, ſpeaks as to the Audience.) 


GS. 
What, poor Britaunia in Afﬀiittion's Seat? 
—Sad Mourner Sorrow, on thy fading Cheek, 
Sits like a Blaſt upon the virgin Roſe. 
{The Genius then approaches towards, and 
addreſſes Britannia.) 
Riſe, riſe Britanna !————Hark ! thy Genius calls, 
See! 
The Cloud appears; the Tempeſt is at hand; 
And the ſad Halcyon leaves her ſea-flow'r'd Neſt, 
Prophetic of the Storm 


To warn thee of impending Danger 


Britannia, riſe! 


„ - 2 3 " g 
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L152 
BRITANNIA. 


Oh, Heav'n ! from this dear Ifle, avert the Storm. 


G . 


Glory ! thy Ray diſpels the Gloom of Danger: 
Britain ! thy Virtue ſcorns the Yoke of Hain. 


1 


; | 
Come, Britannia! ſhake thy Lance; 
Plume thyſelf in martial Pride : 
Haſte ! thy glorious Shield advance; 
Take, again, thy gallant Stride. 
Think, oh think on, all thy noble Story! 
Rouze thee, rouge thee, lo thy antient Glory ! 


II. 
Leave that dreary, moſs-worn Cell ; 
'Tis the Hermit's dull Abode : 
Honour, here, would ſcorn to dwell, 


Glory ſhuns ſo mean a Road. 
Think, ob] think on, all thy noble Story ! 


Rouge thee, rouge thee, to thy antient Glery / 


| HI. 
Haſten, haſten, hence away 3 

All thy martial Ardcur fhow ; 

B 2 


4 | K 
Clad in terrible Array, 
Thou ſhalt vanquiſb ev'ry Foe. 
Think, ob! think on, all thy noble Story ! 
Rouze thee, rouze thee, to thy antient Glory! 


BRITANNIA. 


wal 


cad thou my Steps : I follow, with a Heart 
-.{l-ominous, as the foul Scriech-owl's Note 


o village Nurſes, when their Patient dies. 


(Exeunt. 


SCENE III. A rural Proſpect. 
PEACE: x 


yet, ſecure, I range the wood-land Hills, 


id hedge- bound Valleys : with the chearful Horn, 
make the Foreſt echo: from the Glade, 


rive the feather'd Race: or, on the Brinks | 
© cryſtal Brooks, enſnare the finny Breed. | 
ar Flocks, our Harveſts, yet are ſafe; and, here, 
ae Goddeſs Peace, I ſee myſelf confeſt. 


K IX. | U 


I. 
Where chaſe Dian keeps her Court, 
Faunus, and the Wood-nymphs, ſport | 
There, 
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There, the merry Roundelay, 
Tells the Shepherds Holiday. 


II. 
Shepherds ! come, your Laſſes bring; 
Hail the fragrant Breath of Spring. 
Laſſes ! haſte ; the Dance begin: 
Paſtime, never, was 4a Sin. 
(Exeunt. 
RN 


A mountainous Country, with a proſpect of the Sea. 


LIBERTY. 


Breathing the Mountain-air, on England's Clitts, 
I ſcorn the Banks where once Hiſſus roll'd 
His Waves; or where old Tiber ſpread his Stream: 


Thames owns me, with ſuperior Grace ; while, here, 
I ſee my Throne of Liberty ſecure. 

Swell, ye huge Billows ; blow, ye furious Blaſts, 
Of Spaniſh Tyranny, and Romiſb Pride: 

Ye ſhall not move me ! Like theſe mountain Oaks, 
I'll rear my Front ſublime, and bear the Storm, 


Which, by its Rage, ſhall ſtronger fix my Root. 


A I X. 
I. 
Who'd know the Sweets of Liberty ? 
'Tis to climb the Mountain's Brow : 


Thence, 
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Thence, to diſcern rough Induſtry, 
At the Harrow, or the Plough : ed 
"Tris where my Sons their. Crops have ſown ; 
And call the Harveſt all their own. 9 


II. 
"Tis tohere freſh Health blooms o'er the Cheek, . ' 
Florid as the vernal Morn: © | 
Where Patriots ſhould for Honour ſeek ; | 
Merit never met with Scorn : 1 | 
IVhere Virtue huns Corruption's Treat; | 
Bluſting to call a Villain Great. 
III. 
*Trs wobere the Heart, to Truth ally'd, 
Never felt unmanly Fear ; 
Jus where the Eye, with milder Pride, 
Nobly ſheds ſweet Pity's Tear. | 
Such as Britannia yet Hall ſee : 
Theſe are the Sweets of Liberty | 


But, hark ! old Proteus winds the tuneful Shell: | 
The ſportive Tritons gambol o'er the Waves: | | 
The beauteous Nereids throng round Neprtune's Car: 
And, fee ! the God appears. 


SCENE 
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NEPTUN E and LIBE R T x. 


NE FPT UNE. 


. —— Fair Liberty, 


Hail to thy Shore! this conſecrated Spot, 
Where my imperial Trident I conſign 

To Britain's Hand; to give her Glory Date, 
And fix her Empire o'er the naval World. 


Fr 1 F. 
Then, Britain ſhall not periſ by Oppreſſion? 


NEFPT UNE. 
Firſt ſhall Leviathan deſert the Deep, 
And graze upon the verdant Mead : the Steer 


Shall firſt forſake his Paſture ; and the Kids 


Leap from their Mountains, to the Sea's rich Bed, 
Where the flow Sea-horſe, and the Porpoiſe feed. 


K 1 N. 
J. 


See, yon rolling, roaring Ocean; 
Chaos-like, in troubled Motion: 
So Spain's Navy bears its Thunder ! 
Spreading, round each neighb ring Nation, 
Horror, Death, and Defolation 
Filing Men with Fear and Wonder ! 
Soon, 


E LI Z A. 
II. 
Soon, the Waves no more ſhall fright ye; 
Softer Scenes ſhall ſoon delight ye: 

This Trident ſhook ; the Storm ts over ! 
Thus, ſhall Spain perceive her Ruin; 
Britain, thus, her Foe ſubduing, 

Spain, from the Blow, ſhall ne er recover. 


But, to convince thee of Britanna's Safety, 

I'll bear thee in my rapid Car, ſwift oer 

The liquid Plain, where the tall Fleet o'er-looks 

The Flood; where, in their brazen Wombs of Death, 

Ten thouſand Horrors ſleep ; which ſoon ſhall rend 

The Poles, and fright the Syrens from their Song. 

There, ſhalt thou ſee Britannia's Guard ; her brave, 

Stout Seamen, in their Jollity of Soul, 

Fearleſs of Danger; and of Heart ſo great, 

That, when their Country calls, they ſmile on Death ; 

Scorning the Bullets wing'd for their Deſtruction. 
(Exeunt, 
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SCENE VI. A rural Scene. 
BRITANNIA, and GENIus of England. 
A:T X 
I. 
My fond Shepherds, of late, were ſo bleſt ; 
Their fair Nymphs were ſo happy, and gay; 
That, each Night, they went ſafely to Reſt; 
And they merrily ſung through the Day. 
But, ah ! what a Scene muſt appear ? 
Muſt the fweet rural Paſtimes be ver ? 
Shall the Tabor no more ſtrike the Ear ? 
Shall the Dance, on the Green, be no more? 


II. 
Will the Flachs from their Paſture be led? 
Muſt the Herds go wild flraying abroad? 
Shall the Looms be all ſtopt in each Shed ? 
And the Ships be all moor'd in each Road ? 
Muſt the Arts be all ſcatter'd around? 
And ſhall Commerce grow jick of her Tide? 
Muſt Religion expire en the Ground ? 
And ſhall Virtue fink down by ber Side? 
GENTVUS. 
Think on the Pride of Athens; on the Worth 
Of Rome : think on the Grecian Glory; on 
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The Lalian Virtue: think on the bright Page 


Of thy own martial Story; when thy Frown 


Could awe contending Pow'rs ; or when thy Arm 
Could hurl Deſtruction on each haughty Foe ; 

And when thy Voice could ſmooth the World to Peace. 
— What, ſhall our Britiſh Iſle, pave the wide way 

Of univerſal Empire? and ſhall Spazn 

Take more Dominions in her mighty Graſp ? 


A-.-4: A; 
I. 


When all the Attic Fire was fled ; 
And all the Roman Virtue dead ; 

Pecr Freedom loft her Seat ! 
The Gothic Mantle ſpread a Night, 
That damp'd fair Virtue's fading Light : 

The Muſes loft their Mate J 
II. 

Where ſtould they wander? what new Shore 
Had yet a Laurel left in Store ? 

To this bleſt Jie they ſteer ] 
Scan the Parnaſſian Choir awas heard : 
Saen Virtue's facred Form appear d; 


And Freedom ſeon was here ! 
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III. 
The lazy Monk has loſt his Cell : 
Religion rings ber hallow'd Bell; 
She calls thee, now, by me ! 
Hark ! her ſweet Voice all-plaintive ſounds ! 
See ! fhe receives a thouſand Wounds ; 
Tf ſhielded not by thee ! 


BRITANNIA. 
'Scap'd from the Roman Yoke, and Daniſh Scourge : 
Free from the Norman Terrors, and the Waſte 
Of civil War; why ſhould my Children ſtand 
Aghaſt, and tremble at the Force of Spain? 
Thank Heav'n ! I am again reſtor'd Away, 
Ye idle Scenes! Virtue delights in Action! 
Lead on! for England's Queen ſhall ſhine in Arms, 
Glorious and happy ! 


e 

Hark ! the ſprightly Fife 

Breaks on our Ears; the martial Trumpet ſounds ; 
The Drum ſends forth its Spirit-ſtirring Voice : 
The War is up; and England is in Arms! 


BRITANNIA. 
Rome, thou ſhalt feel us! and, thy Tool of Murder, 
Ambitious Spain, ſhall fall beneath my Arm; 


Like feeble Graſs, cropt by the Mower's Scythe ! 
C2 BRL 


8 £L 12 4 
BRITANNIA. 


A:T: 
I. 


| With Swords 4 photic Thighs, the bold Yeomen are feen : 
For their Country they arm, their Religion, and Queen, 


Heow glorious their Ardour, to lay down their Lives, 
| In Defence of their Freedom, their Children, and Wives! 
| G-B-N-43-0-5. 
4 1 
| II. 


I Ye, Tyrants ! ye know not what Liberty yields: q 
1 Flow ſhe guards all cur Shores, and protects all our fields: 
'Y As Hebe ſhe's fair, and as Hercules ftrong ; 

She's the Queen of our Mirth, and the Joy of our Song. 


III. 
Dux TT o. 
To Liberty, raiſe up the high chearſul Strain 
Fill the Goblets around, * to the Lords of the Main !” 


Eliza is Queen; and ber brave loyal Band 
Shall drive each Invader far out of the Land ! 
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CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 


Eliza is Queen; and her brave loyal Band 
Shall drive each Invader far out of the * and ! 


To Liberty fing ; raiſe the high chearful otrain ! 
Britannia ſhall ſtill be the Queen of the Main ! 


The End of the Firſt Act. 


ACT 


Sound only in thy Praiſe : why ſhould'ſt thou fear 


E LI Z A. 


K . 
SCENE I. A rocky Cooft. 
NEPTUNE, and LIBERTY. 


NE PT: VU NE 
LEST in a Train of firm undaunted Sons ; 
Whoſe Hearts glow with thy ſacred Fire; whoſe Songs 


The Force of Spain, of Tyranny, and Rome? 
Oh, fair One ! they ſhall feel what Freedom's 'Sons 


Can do, when Freedom is the glorious Stake ! 


EI. 
Long have I wander'd oe'r a pathleſs Wild; 
But, now, I ſee the diſtant Cottage Ray, 
Which brings freſh Comfort to my drooping Soul. 


JVC 
Hence, caſt thine Eye, down to yon fertile Vale, 


Where Peace fits, lonely, in the fragrant Shade 
Of twining Woodbines : haſte, relieve the fair ; 
Who lives but on thy Smile ; and whoſe ſoft Eye, 


In Sympathy, lets fall the Tear to thine. 


GIS 88 V. 
Oh, gracious Pow'r ! I fly at thy Command. 
Remember, oh ! remember, and protect us ! 


AIX. 


: Fa. 
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Prepare, for fight, prepare ! 
Peace drops her Olive Wand, 
And lays her Chaplet by : | 
The glorious Voice of War, 
Is. echo'd ger the Land; 
And lifted to the Sky ! 
(Exeunt., 
SCENE II. A rural Proſpect. 


B 
Oh ! falling State; how, like a noble Pine, 
Uprooted muſt thou lie ! my Soul is fick ; 
My poor Heart bleeds, for hapleſs England's Fate. 


8 


| J. 
Where the Primroſe decks the Well ; 
Where the moon-ey'd Fairies dwell : 
Near the ſolitary Thorn ; 


There, I hail the grey-ey'd Morn. 


II. 
Where the Brook, flow-winding, glides 
Round the Mountain's jteril fides ; 
There, my vagrant Footſteps flray, 
Till the fervent Noon of Day. 


16 1 
II. : 
O'er the ſpreading Lawn, and Vale ; 3 
Through the Copſe, I chaunt my Tale: | 
Nor the ſhady Thicket leave, 

Till bright Veſper brings the Eve. 


IV. 
While the Village Milkmaid ings ; 
#/hile the ſolemn Curfew rings; 
While the Plowman whiſtles Home ; 
Ab ! how penſive do I roam? 


S8 C E N E II. 


PEACE, LIBERTY, and GENIUS. 


L 1 r . 
Attend me, fair One ! With enraptur'd Hearts, 
We bring the welcome Tale : our Fears are o'er ! 


Neptune, propitious, ſmiles upon our Cauſe : 


He ſmooths the Flood, to give our Navy Way : 


And, while Arion, with his ſprightly Notes, by 
Calls on Britannia, Death awaits on Spain. bt 
GS. 3 

. E 

Ha glorious is the Hero's Flame? 
How truly great, the Patriots Name? q 
Such as round Eliza throng ! 1 


Come, 


£ 2 4 5 3 * * 2 5 
| OT TT CS „ e e ne Ot 


— 


* 


FL 13 £ 17 


Come, to their Fame, all Honours give: 
Oh ! may their Virtues ever live, 
Immortal in the Poet's Song ? 


DutTTo and CHyoRvus. 
For Freedom is the Care of Heav'n ; 
And Conqueſt is to Freedom giv'n ! 
Thus, ſhall Britannia ever reign ; 
Triumphant Miſtreſs oer the Main ! 


r-E4 ACE. | 


Then, ſhall the ſylvan Reign again be mine ! 
My Shepherds ſhall behold thy Face again ! 
see! they advance: with Pleaſure on each Brow ; 


As conſcious of the Good the Gods intend. 
8:C EB NE TY. 


SHEPHERDS and SHEPHERDESSES to PEAR, 
GENIUS, and LIBERTY. 


A Dance; with the following Songs by a Shepherd and 


Shepherdeſs. 
SHEPHERD. 
AI R. 


I. 
The Wood-lark whiſtles through the Grove ; 


Tuning the ſweeteſt Note of Love; | 
D To | 
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T9 pleaſe his Female, on the Spray. 
d by his Side, ber little Breaſt 
Sells with a Lover's Toy confeſt, 


7c bear, and to reward, his Lay. 


II. 
Come, then, my fair One ! let us prove, 
From their Example, how to love. 


For thee, the early Pipe I'll breathe : 
And, when my Flock return to Fold, 
Their Shepherd to thy Beſom hold, 

And crown him with he nuptial Wreathe. 


SHEFPFRAERDES:'S, 


N. 
J. 


When you gave me the Garland, and calld me vour Dear; 
When you faw me, your May-lady, crown'd for the Year 3 
T flung it away; nor would hear what you ſaid ; 
While Pan, and fair Ceres, were baniſ/)d the Mead. 
II. 
For, with them, the ſoft Graces, the ſweet Loves, are ſſed; 
And, with them, all cur Paſiimes, and Pleaſures, are dead: 
Tor why ? little Cupid has broken bis Bow ; 
And who the dear Bleſſings of Love can beſtow ? 
Then 


. 9 -: 


Then, away throw the Sheep- hook ; and take up the Lance: 
Fir/t away to the Battle; and then to the Dance. 
Deſerve us, and win us — 
CHORUS. 
— Kind Beauty ſhall pay 
True Valour, at Night, for the Toils of the Day. 
Exeunt Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes. 


J NB; 
BRITANNIA, GENIUS, LIBERTY, and Prace. 


L424: 23-23; 
Theſe are my Sons; and worthy of my Reign ! 
Brave as the virtuous Romans, when they till'd 


The Sabine Soil; or grac'd the martial Liſt. 


„„ 
Such were my Daughters, when the Atlic Field, 
And Spartan Glebe, were cultur'd by their Hands: 
While their brave Huſbands ſoug ht the glorious Paſs; 
And drove the Perſſan Millions o'er the Plain. 


BKTTANTINTS#; 
Glory has only Fortune for its Baſe ; 
And the rough Peaſant, on the Mountain bred, 
Had Fortune bleſt him, might have rivall'd Ceſar ; 
While, for a Flock, he might have led an Army. 
— 92 AIR. 
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| Be To Arms, Britons, to Arms l 
Hark ! the ſprill Trumpet ſounds ; 
And the loud Cannon roars ! 
Hark ! Liberty's Alarms, 


In one ſtrong Shout, rebounds 
O'er Albion's ſacred Shores. 


"» wo . „** 
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(Exeunt. 
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b | | 

Pi} The Sea; with a Proſpect of the Britiſh Fleet ; and a 
1 Repreſentation of a Ship, with Sailors on the Deck. 


| iſt, SAILOR. 

i A 1K 

1 Come, my Lads ! form the Ring: 
Let us dance, let us fing : 

Eliza's our Queen ; and Huzza ! 


While the Deck floats with Blood, 
And we crimſon the Flood, 


| Old England's our own; and Huzza ! 
; 
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2d. SAIL OR. 
A1 N. 
J. 


How bleſt are we Seamen ] how jovial, how gay ! 
Together we fight ; or together we play. 

Our Hearts are true Sterling; their Worth ſhall be ſeen : 
We'll fight for our Country, and die for our Queen. 


C:H:0 RUS; 
For Plenty, and Freedom, we'll range the wide Flood; 
And for England, old England, we'll ſhed our laſt Blood ! 


A 1 


II. 


By Land, other Nations their Forces may boaſt- 
Ts we, only we, can protect Britain's Coaſt. 
Our ftrong floating Caſtles, our loud Engliſh Guns, 


Shall convince the proud Spaniard's we're Neptune's true Sons. 


e 
For Plenty, and Freedom, we'll range the wide Flood; 


And for England, old England, we'll ſhed our laſt Blood ! 


1 


III. 
Our Admirals lead, and our Flag ts bet fly : 
Our Croſs, like a Comet, appears in the Sky, 


Portending 


22 . 


Portending Deſtructian !—-cur Sea-Lion roars ; 

And his Voice, like loud Thunder, breaks full on the Shores, 
CHORUS. 

For Plenty, and Freedom, we'll range the wide Flood; 

And for England, old England, we'll ſhed our laſt Blood. 


A 


IF. 
Come, buſile my Boys ! let us form the good Line. 
Come, chear up, old England; the Day ſhall be thine ! 
Huzza, for our Country] huzza, for our Queen ! 
We'll fix it's Renown, and ennoble her Reign. 
CHORUS. 
For Plenty, and Freedom, we'll range the wide Flood : 


And for England, old England, we'll ſhed our laſt Blood : 
(Exeunt. 


The End of the Second Act. 
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II. 


SCENE I. A rural Projpett. 


PEACE. 


HERE is the Faith of Man, when Princes ſcorn 
| Thoſe Compacts which ſhould bind the World 


in Peace ? 
AI X. 


1 
The Lark her Iswly Neſt defends, 
Where graſſy Tufts conceal her Brood : 
There, ſafe, fhe lies, when Rain deſcends ; 
(| And ſcorns the Shelter of the Wood. 


II. 
But, when the riſing Sun diſplays 
His Glories en the Mountain's Brow, 
CL Aloft, ſbe ſoars; and, ſweetly, pays 
x Her Anthem, to the World below. 
III. 
So, while the Storm of Battle blows, 
Seme humble Cott ſhould be my Seat. : 
For how cn Peace obtain Repoſe, 
"Til Con gueſt calms the troubled State? 


To SCENE 


— — 
—— 


The rural Scene continued; with Shepherds, and Sbep- 
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herdcſſes, to Peace. 
SHEPHERDESS. 
1 


I. 
No more the ſweet Notes of the Thruſh ; 
Nor the Linnet's foft Airs, fhall we hear : 
The Thicket, the Tree, and the Buſh, 
Are tenantleſs, now, through the Year. 


II. 
Our Flocks ſball no more croud the Plains; 
But our Lambkins their Paſtime ſhall ceaſe : 
Aud we ſhall, no more, fee our Swains 
Come crown'd with the Garlands of Peace. 


An od FARMER. 
. 


J. 
l hen Youth's ſprightly Flood, 
Rolld high in my Blood, 
This Heart never ſunk at a Foe. 
IWith true Britiſh Pride, 
I've oftentimes try d 
The Falchion, inſtead of the Plough : 
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Al R and CnoRUSs. 
Then England was glorious, 
And always viftorious ! 


11 


II. 
And England //ill bears 
Stains fit for her Mars; 
Whoſe Hearts glow with Liberty's Fire. 


\ 


My Girls, throw away 
Your Fears, for a Day: 
For Beauty can Valour inſpire; 


AIR and CHORUS, 


Till England is glorious, 


And once more viftorious ! 


( Exeunt Shepherds. 
EC ENK is 


PACE and SHEPHERDESSES. 


FE AX 
A I R. 
My Swains to martial Glory throng ; 
Fir'd with the Love of martial Song. 
The World's great Patriots they appear ; 
Unaw'd by Pow'r, unſhook by Fear. 
E | New 
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Now, warm'd, they hear the Trumpet blow ; 
And urge Deſtruction on the Foe. 


Come, Virgins, let us to our Woods repair, 

And form the Myrtle-wreaths ; to grace the Brows 
Of our returning Victors: let us raiſe 

Our tuneful Voices, in the choral Hymn; 

And, with our Iö's, wake thc ſylvan Gods. 


DutTTo, by PEACE and a SHEPHERDESS. 


With Roſes be our Temples bound ; 
With Laurels let our Swains be crown'd : 
For Myrtles, Roſes, Laurels, now, | 
Unite, to grace the Vittor's Brow. 
(Exeunt. 
SC HEN EI; 


A rocky Coaſt, with a View of the Sea. 


BRITANNIA, and the GENIUS of ENGLAND. 


G R NI US. ; 
Let raſh Medina, with his num'rous Hoſt, 
Confront thy Shore : in vain, his floating Tow'rs, 
Stupendous, ſhall aſſail thy active Fleet; 
Where Howard, Drake, and Hawkins, guide the War. 
In vain, ſhall Parma, on the Flemiſh Strand, 
His vet'ran Legions form; while Belgia's Fleet 


| Penics them Paſſage : while thy glorious Queen, 


Our 
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E BVI Z 4 
Our great Eliza, heads her gallant Bands 


And guards that Crown his vain Ambition ſeeks. 


G RK NI UNS. 
e 
1 


Thus, when the Wolf ſcours o'er the Plain, 


And ſingles out a beauteous Deer; 
The Lion comes, with fliffen'd Mane; 


And the rough Wolf retreats with Fear, 


CHORUS. 
Tyrants no Senſe of Mercy have ; 
But the great Soul delights to ſave ! 


II. 
Or, as the Vulture eyes a Dove, 


And, fwift, purſues her, for his Prey; 


The gen'rous Eagle, from above, 
Arreſts the Vulture in his W, ay. 


CHORUS. 
Tyrants no Senſe of Mercy have 
But the great Soul delights to ſave ! 


28 8 E F 4 
Z. 


LIBERTY Fo BRITANNIA, and tbe GENIUS 
of England. 


Er. 
Though Fortune guides the World with giddy Hand, 
Fair Virtue is ſuperior to her Pow'r; 
Climbing the Scaffold till ſne reaches Heav'n; 
Nor wants auſpicious Stars to crown her Toil. 


BRIT ANNI A. 
Oh! War; what dreadful Havock do'ſt thou make, 
Among the fair Creation? Tyrants call 
Thy Thunders Muſic, and thy Plagues a Trade; 
But free-born Britons, though they know thee beſt, 
Admire thee leaſt! Like Lions in the Fight; 
Vet, merciful as Heav'n, when thy rude Storm 


: 


Wit 


| 


Is over. 
& 1. 
What Pity is it, that the Brave 
Muſt periſh, when they Freedom ſave ? 
What Pity is it, that the Fair 
Mut for the Victor ſhed a Tear? 
Or, with the Hero's martial Fire, 
The Lover's gentle Flame expire? 
For, &er the Lulu , Victory is won, 
Fair ieedun loſes many a gallant Son. 


SCENE. 


— Ä l tant — 


o —— —ñ—— 1 —_— „ . n YO bo OS en. OF. i. ves AR 


— 2 a>,» 
* 7 — u 4 — 822 — = : 
" 4 , _ a . „ 1 On TO IE RT DT ner II D n 4 
I 299) U gps | 7 05 OBA NY OS PEO © © OT : BY 
n FFF 
F4 is <4 LS © oc, ies cs Sys "Sz, va" , 
4 5 $5.4.) * 
* . 


SES, OE 70 LY 4 1 
1 — 


4. * 


#5 I ET £ 
$0 20-23 VE 


NEPTUNE 7 BRITANNIA, LIBERTY, 


and GENIUS. 


NEPT UNE. 
Victory, this glorious Day, 
Has grac'd the Britiſb Enſigns; and the Pride 
Of Spain is ſunk, or ſcatter'd o'er the Deep ! 


The Scene changes to a Repreſentation of the Deſtrufion 
of the Spaniſh ARMapa, by the Engliſh Fleet. 


NEPTUNE. 
AIX. 
I. 
Gallant Heroes, fond of Glory ; 
Fond to be renown'd in Story ; 

Rang d their Veſſels o'er the Flood. 
Thunders burſting, Light'nings flying; 
Veſſels blazing, Warriors dying ; 

Turn'd the Waters into Blood. 


II. 
Here the Britons, Honour prizing; 
Ev'ry thought of Death deſpiſing; 
Roll'd triumphant o er the Wave. 
There, the Spaniards, varnly firing; 
By themſelves, and Foes expiring, 
Fly, or find a wat'ry Grave. 


GENIUS. 


K 
ENU. 
A I R. 
For Victory, the Britons pierce the Sky ! 
The Rocks return the glorious Sound : 


The Mountains Victory rebound ; 
And diſtant Vallies catch the noble Cry ! 


r 
Oh! glorious Day. 
BRITANNIA. 

— Bleſt Ara ! faireſt Date 

Of long recording Time For this, be loſt 
The Roman Fury; Cæſar's Name forgot. 
For this, no more ſhall Hengiſt be abhorr'd ; 


Nor Canute's Scourge in ſad Remembrance held: 
While the advent'rous Norman, finds his Name 


Enroll'd among the Conqu'rors of Mankind. 
LT SSL TY. 
EE 1 
The Song is now the Victor's Due; 
The Laurel ſhould adorn his Brow, 


Men, who the Steps of Gods purſue, 
The Gods themſelves delight to know. 


(Exeunt. 


SCENE. 


BB LA F::.4 
SCENE VI. 


A rural Scene diſcovered ; where the Shepherds are re- 


turned from the War ; being met by Peace, and the 
Shepherdeſſes, . Garlands. 


SHEPHERD. 
8 


I. 
We've fought, we have conquer d; and now let the Bowl 
Go briſkly around, to repleniſh the Soul : 
For Mars, after Battle, could never be ſound, 
Till Bacchus lood near him, and bath'd ev'ry Wound. 


II. 
The Vintage 1s preſt for the Wiſe, and the Brave ; 
For Bacchus deſpiſes the Fool, and the Slave: 
And, though his rich Grapes are the Produce of Spain, 
Their Wine only flows for the Lords of the Main. 


III. 
Fair Ceres, oer England, improves her own Soil: 
Then fill up the Bowl; a Reward for our Toll ! 
We've bled; and, with Wine, we'll recruit ev'ry Vein: 
So, round with our Bowls, fill we beat em again! 


Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes retire to the 
back Part of the Stage. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. 


BRITANNIA, GENIUS, LIBERTY, PEACE, 
and NEPTUN E. 


LIBER R T F. 
Oh! long, may Britain, like imperial Rome, 


Defend the Nations; and her Sway extend 
Far as the Ocean rolls, or Winds can blow! 


Attend; Britannia ! hear the Words of Fate, 
Wrote in th' eternal Volume of the Sky. 

« Thy future Fame, reſounding thro' the Globe, 
« Shall, in the Brunſwick Line, immortal grow; 
« Nor fear the Hand of Time: the Spaniſh Pride, 

« Again, ſhall be reduc'd : the papa! Hopes, 
« Again, be daſh'd: the Heav'n-commiſſion'd Truſt, 
« Of royal Power, ſhall, in the ſacred Line 

« Of Brunſwick, to remoteſt Time deſcend, 
Glorious, ann happy! Juſtice ſhall maintain 

Her righteous Rule : Plenty ſhall crown the Land ; 
And thy triumphant Navy awe the Deep, 


A 


* 


A 


AIR. 
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A I R. 
I. 
Happy Day ! for ever dear ; 
Brighteſt of the circling year: 
Smiles, like thine, can Freedom charm ; 
Glory crown, and Virtue warm. 


. 
Peace comes ſmiling up to thee : 
Pleas'd, comes onward Liberty : 


Plenty, too, brings up her Band, 
Dancing ver this happy Land. 


BRITANNIA. 


Auſpicious Heav'n oft tries a powerful State; 
And, from its fleady Virtue, forms its Glory : 
But, from this happy Day, let Tyrants know, 
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That BRITON S, THUS UNITED, BRAVE THE WORLD. 


A 1 R. 


J. 
Hail Glory ! like the Mornings ſtar, 
Bring Day-light to our Hemiſphere : 
For Glory is the Viftor's Due; 


And, Britons, this belongs to you. 
F 
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GENIUS. 
II. 

Il. 


Hail Honour ! in thy ſpotleſs Veſt, 

Be Britain's Sons for ever dreſt. 
Thine is the Hero's glorious R oad ; 
And well becomes the Great and Good. 


VVV 
A I EX. 
III. 
Hail Virtue ! let thy heav'nly Ray 
Diſpel the gloomy Clouds away. 
Thou art the Patriot's brighteſt Theme 
And Virgins live but in thy Beam. 
. 
AIX. 
IV. 


Hail Freedom ! to thy Shrine we bow, 
Britons, 20 thee, their Glory owe : 
And, when thy ſacred Sand is run, 
Britons as well might loſe the Sun. 
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Hail Freedom ! to. thy Shrine we bow, 
Britons, 70 zhee, their Glory owe : 


And when thy ſacred Sand is run, 
Britons as well might loſe the Sun. 


On Glory, Honour, Virtue, Freedom, Fame, 
Britannia burlds, and ſhall ſecure, her Name. 


The END. 


** 
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As ſome Parts of this Piece have been altered on 


account of the Muſic; there may be a few verbal 
Miſtakes in the Copy, as it is here printed, and as 
ſet to Muſic, which the hurry of the Preſs has pre- 
vented, at preſent, from being rectified. 
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